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No, 


at the newsstand! Leaf through, if 
you like, for a sampling of the chorus 
line- (and it's a most pleasant ag¬ 
gregation of femininity, indeed!) 
but don’t dawdle. Negotiate briefly 
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“Nice Girls” are particularly sus- 
Merely knowing that he’s a bastard 

instead of mothering you they try to 
understand you. The^ nice thing 

extra allowances for you, excusing 

sions. And they work twice as hard 
for you as they would for someone 

W *It a/boils down to a question of 
Naturally, the man with a “past” 

whose entire life has been virginal in 
thought and deed. The man who ob¬ 
viously has been around, who has 
done glamorous things and loved 

It proves to her that she is more 

esting, etc., than all of the people 
and places with which he has filled 
his former life. This is lousy logic, 
but that’s the way the feminine mind 

One of the best gambits when 
meeting a beautiful and presumably 
beddable girl for the first time is to 
imply from the start that you’re at 
. least ninety percent bastard. This 
*can be done in a number of ways, all 
designed to pique her curiosity. 
“Pardon me, Miss,” you might say, 


“No, thank you. I’ve already 

“A drink, then. I promise to be¬ 
have.” This last statement implies 
that “behaving” is something alien to 

“That’s easily taken care of. I’m 
“Virginia Conway—but I still don’t 

“Because you are a beautiful, 

Isn’t that reason enough? And I 
promise not to seduce you until we’ve 
known each other much longer. Shall 
we?” At this point you offer her 

that she’ll take it, because if she 
continues to refuse she’ll look like an 
absolute schnook. 

cocktail lounge and have a pair of 
drinks before you, you can further 

adventurer^ a' S rom^^i^l °Lan 
who disdains the settled life and pre¬ 
fers to take his pleasure where he 
finds it. 

“Never before,” you tell her, “have 

suppoLTfter sl^many yeare o^kick- 
ing around in this old world that you 
develop a sort of sixth sense that en¬ 
ables you to tell at a glance-‘This 


liyStiuyii Uolls 


So be a 

MED 


KNIGHTS OF 
THE BAR 
SINISTER 
WIND UP WITH 
THE BEST 
WENCHES! 
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The Grand Lie can 
make an International 
Playboy out of a 
home - grown pauper, 
and if the Lie is 
fantastic enough . . . 


. . . even the most 
worldly of women 
will snap at the 
bait, absolutely 
hypnotized by the 
glamour of being 
involved with him! 
































Jim was eager to do such a pleasant 

FAVOR FOR A 


FRI END 


By George H. Smith 


"Tim, you’re my best friend, arer 
J you?” Sam Werner said, as tl 
7:40 reached the outskirts of Wes 

Jim Stevens looked up from tl 
paperback book he was reading an 
smiled. “I’ve always hoped that 


ice, quiet, lady-like girl 
so sexually very active, 
low these quiet girls, 
/onderful when we first 


that’s why . 


“Then by all m< 




“We’ve already discussed it. We 
talked over everyone we know. Jo- 
Anne made a list of men we know 
that she felt . . . well, that she felt 
could excite her. We eliminated all 
the bachelors because we didn’t want 

left we finally nar- 
o Brad Edman and 
reed that you would 


through?” ^ ^ ^ 

“All right . . . I’ll take off’the 
pressure. Forget about the check 
and forget about the operation. Think 
about Jo-Anne. Tell me truthfully — 
haven’t you ever thought that you 
would like to sleep with her?” 


“Ah . . . Jo -A 
so demure that 


^s been 


those who w 


like when she gets between the 
sheets.” > 

“Then youffdo ff?” 40 

“Well ... I mean . . . how would 
we work it out?” 

“Jo-Anne and I talked that part of 
it over too. You’ll tell Mert that 
you’ll be taking the late train from 
now on but you’ll go on taking this 
one. That will give you an hour in 
the evenings, an hour which I will 
spend in Tony’s Bar while you spend 
it in Paradise.” 


. . . instead of our Saturday golf, 
you’ll be with Jo-Anne all morning.” 

“Yes, and what will you be doing?” 

“Why, I’ll be pushing a golf ball 
around while you’re pushing . . .” 

The train whistle blowing for their 
stop drowned out the rest of Sam’s 
words and both men began to gather 
their hats, coats and briefcases to get 


“B F 


“Ah . . 


would 


thing in the morning. That will give 
you a half-hour which I’ll spend in 
tl\e Barrel Grill having ham and eggs 
while you have heaven in your agns.” 

“Well, yes. I suppose we could do 


ing like the other 


friends, aren’t you?” Jinf Stev- 

eral weeks later as the 7:40 reached 
the outskirts of Westport and slowed 
for the station. 

copy of the Wall Street Journal and 
smiled until he noticed how tired and 


thought so, old fellow,” he said ser¬ 
iously. 

“Well . . . that’s why . . . that’s 
why I’ve got to talk to you about 
this thing. I just couldn’t stand to 


“Yes, old man?” 
“Well, it’s about Jo- 
. . . I’d like to ask my 1 
a little help.” 
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>ught to . . .” she falters. 

“Ah, ah!” you caution./‘You’re be- 

She grins. “So I am. Lets go.” 
N‘ approach is that you begin by 


If the Unconventional 
Operator catches her 
off-balace, she won’t 
know what happened 
until the next morning . . . 


















In Hollywood, there is an area known 
'as the “Hollywood Hills” —a few 
hundred acres of uneven terrain 
populated by several thousand 
"typical” Hollywoodians — 
among which arc found a 
fair percentage of pretty 
girls. Our “Girl of the 
Goldwyn West” has some 
pretty intriguing hills 
of her own, and is sure 
to be a smash success in 
this town where Talent 
is measured in Inches. 

Fortunately for the male 
half of the population, 
wide-screen techniques 
have already been developed, 
allowing developments like 
hers to be fully appreciated. 
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IT'S A LOT MORE 
’ FUN WHEN YOU 

START OFF WITH AN EVENING AT THE LOCAL 
FAIRGROUNDS TO SOFTEN HER UP FOR THE 
MOST WONDERFUL TIME OF HER 
: UIM LIFE—-WITH YOU, OF ( 
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spelled that way, I honestly believe 
the word should be bathtub. Any¬ 
way we’ll leave it as bathtub and go 

Why did she capitalize Fudge? 
Well, I thought it over for quite some 
time and put it down to the fact that 
Pamela, knowing it to be one of the 
good things in life, thought it de¬ 
served capitalization. Words like 
Circus, Soda Pop, Movies, and others 
of such ilk, would be in the same 
category as Fudge. Conversely, 
words like spinach, soap, bedtime, 
whipping, would be relegated to the 


ally I’ve always felt the word Sex 
should be in the former category. But, 

Now, let us analyze the first sen¬ 
tence. Today/I made Fudge/in the 

veys a certain sense of immediacy, 
and is self-explanatory. “I made 
Fudge” can be freely translated to 

This brings to mind that delightful 

pleasant thoughts fill one's mind; de¬ 
licious aromas, conviviality, together- 

Progressing further we come to the 
kicker, so to speak — “in the bathtube 
(bathtub)”. Since we are being 
scholarly, leave us dwell on the 
enormity of those three little words. 

With a velvet glove, our serenity 
is suddenly jolted into abject horror. 
Concocting a delicious confection 
with a few squares of chocolate, sev¬ 
eral cups of sugar, a dash of butter, 

ing, a spoon; Ah! what grand cheer. 

However, substitute a bathtub for 
the pan, a barrel of water instead of 
a cup, a shovel? Then, with fear and 
trembling we are forced to contem¬ 
plate the ingredients, which, rela¬ 
tively speaking, must certainly con¬ 
form to the capacity of the cooking 
utensils. Pamela, being a purist, 
would certainly have it no other way. 
Looking on the bright side for a 
moment, this would, of course, rule 

nary batch of fudge makin’s in a bath¬ 
tub would be simply at large. Hence, 
we are forced to envision several 
twenty-five pound bags of sugar, a 
gross of chocolate squares, and at 
least a firkin of butter. 

we are forced to ruminate the actual 
mechanics of mixing the ingredients. 
Did Pamela mix with a shovel? Or 
did she trample it with her bare feet? 


We definitely cannot rule out the 

a winery in Napa Valley. Did she 
wear a bathing suit? 

Of course, there is also the prob¬ 
lem of cleanliness. Did Pamela scrub 
out the bathtub with Lysol first? Did 
she rinse well enough? Or (and we 
must not rule out the possibilities) 
were there stray scrofula or bubonic 

before the cooking festivities began? 
Pamela, I’m sure, was absolutely sure 
nothing as inconsequential as a germ 
would dare show its face while she 
was indulging in her orgy of culinary 

heat. Did Pamela build a fire under 
the bathtub? Impossible. They have 
a sunken tub. This left only one 
possibility. Build a fire under the 
house! 

This latter thought disturbed me 
considerably and without trying to 
analyze the rest of the letter-how 

kitchen dirty-* rushed over to in¬ 
vestigate the whole matter at the 
actual scene of the holocaust. 

still standing. Breathlessly, I rang 
the doorbell and George, attired in 
slippers, slacks, and a rather flam¬ 
boyant smoking jacket, let me in. He 
was the absolute picture of serenity. 
Cursing his lackadaisical way of liv¬ 
ing, I ran to the bathroom. It was 
spotless. 

Feeling like an utter ass, I went 
back to the living room and promptly 


“Been drinking beer again?” George 
asked. 

“What!” I said. Then, getting 
what he meant, I plopped myself 
down in a bit of modern chair and 
roared raucous laughter for a full ten 

“Tell me,” I said to George when 
my laughter subsided, “has Pamela 
made fudge lately?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t put it past her,” 
George answered. “They’re practi¬ 
cally inseparable i since he moved in 

“He . . . moved . . . in . . . next 
. . . door?” I said it slowly as a burn¬ 
ing question. 

“He,” said George, “is a little boy 
Pam’s age. His actual name is Her¬ 
man. Pamela detests his name. She de¬ 
cided to call him Fudge, and I quote 

The next day I sent the following 

RELAX. FUDGE IS LIT¬ 
TLE BOY WHO MOVED 
IN NEXT DOOR. PAM 
CALLS HIM THAT BE¬ 
CAUSE HE IS SWEET. 

THANKS. SHE GETS 
MORE LIKE HER FATH¬ 
ER EVERY DAY. HOO¬ 
RAY FOR EROTIC PLAY. 

sive'family.’ ***’ ^ ^ 
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:ng, witty, pleasant, charming, 




able to keep. Tell her that you’re 
willing to make a try at the sort of 
relationship she’s after, but you won’t 

She’s so impressed with this mas¬ 
sive dose of honesty that (if your pre- 

she’s now convinced that it’s entirely 


bored with her, she works doubly hard to please him. 


had no symptoms of boredom, j 
showing a few from time to t: 
Remind her gently that you still 1 
to bore easily. A littie thought 


probably suggest 
3 you oflF by strong 


the idea across. 

Then watch her redouble 
forts to straighten up. 

The beauty of this little pic 


she reveals her- 
matter of degree, 


Women love to fall in love — it makes them feel 
more feminine. The wise man protects himself by 
showing signs of boredom early in the game. 


believing that 


i different 









There's something about a blonde that other girls don't have. 
Maybe it's in her bustline or around her curvesome calve. 

But no matter what if is, or where, we're glad as hell it's 
Perhaps it's just an aura, a feeling of velvet thighs. 

Perhaps it's somewhere else, like maybe in her eyes, 

Or possibly the way she walks, or her epidermis bare. 

But no matter what it is, or where, we're glad as hell it's there. 




















A MINK 
FOR 

MILLIE 


Treddy wanted 
to see Millie 
in mink....but 
Millie bad 
other ideas/ 



by Larry Mac I clock 
























Millie knew she looked good in mink, but Willie Wentworth had considerably more to offer . . 
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a combustible contra¬ 
diction, glinting with 


... of evil. Hot ice 
smolders, shooting 
out spirals of steam, 
to lure her prey with 
a promise of 
exquisite, 
^ electrifying 

' warmth, 

i Flowing through 
the ice is a 















... that’s too hot 
not to cool down. 

By the light of a 
new dawn, golden 
sunlight works 
its own warmth, 
melting the 
forbidding ice, 
revealing a soft, 
sensuous kitten 
with velvet claws 
and a contented 
purr, basking on 
the window ledge, 
watchful and 
waiting. Even a 
sun-heated kitten 
exudes an aura 
of moody mystery 

What does a kitten dream about? The glories of the star-strewn, ebony 
evening, when with one languid stretch and a yawn, the night lights and 
moonglow signal the magic transformationintoacreatureoffireandice! 


closely. He 


REWRITE 

ing at her. He thought he felt her 
eyes on the back of his neck as he 
stalked out without a word. 

Fred had a late breakfast and 
drove to the beach, his favorite think¬ 
ing-ground. He had a lot to think 
about. Beautiful girls bursting into 
hfs apartment were not the standard 
interruptions of his life . . . especially 
while he was sitting nude at his desk 
plotting a literary attack on sex. It 

Providence had planned it that way. 


H’ this novel that he was lacking in 
affairs of love. He had never had the 
time. At school, he studied, foregoing 
the usual sexual pranks of the typical 
college student. His first novel was 
a historical piece that sold immedi¬ 
ately. Three others followed; all 
were fairly successful despite 

publisher so lamente< 


which his 


Fred Kearns, however, seemed to 


Before submission of this novel, he 

sex life of the average human than 
on any other phase of the story. He 
had perused Kinsey, Freud, and Boc¬ 
caccio. He had forgone his virginity, 
throwing naivete to the wind, by 
presenting himself for full treatment 
by the women who labored at houses 

dered at his intellectual approach to 


their fee, they were happy to accom¬ 
modate his literary desires. 

Now, more research was needed 
on this man-woman relationship. He 
had to return, as much as he was 
tiring of it, to the houses and the call 
girls. He had to achieve the ‘mood 
of sex’ that his publisher required. 

He would go to Rosie’s after din¬ 
ner and take one of the girls. Prob¬ 
ably Anna. Anna understood his re¬ 
search. Maybe she could help him 
see where he had missed the track. 


H* waiting*for H Anna Ce She had a 
customer. Sally’s eyes were burning 
into the back of his neck again. What 
was this undercurrent that kept pull¬ 
ing her back into his mind? The 
muscles of his body tensed as he re¬ 
membered the tight-fitting toreadors. 
He concentrated on his muscles and 
relaxed them . . . all but one. 

“Hi, honey.” One of the working 
girls sat beside him and placed her 
hand on his leg. He looked at her 


closely. Her hair was I 
was cropped short lik< 
model. Her hair was bl 
uncombed; Sally’s was je 
neat. Damn it, why the ■ 
The girl slipped her kii 
side, partially exposing 
which hung like a smal 

blue spaghetti. She lea: 


omparison? 


Outside, the air was cool. It clear¬ 
ed his mind. I wonder if Sally likes 
to walk in the cool evenings? Damn 
her for an interruption! He tried to 
think about the manuscript. The 


him. A picture he had not seen. A 
tranquilizer of moving light. He 
turned into the theatre. 


I the apartment building. On the 
landing he met Mrs. Goldfarb coming 
down. 

“Oh, Mr. Kearns, I’m so sorry but 
I didn’t make up your room today. 
A sister uptown I am having who is 

^“That’s okay, Mrs. Goldfarb. To¬ 
morrow will be fine.” 

Odd, he mused, as he moved up 
the stairs. What, then, had Sally 
been doing? Curiosity quickened his 
steps to the apartment. The door was 


slightly ajar. He slipped into the 
apartment, closing the door behind 
him. Sally stood in a pool of light at 
the desk, her back to him, placing the 
manuscript back beside the type¬ 
writer. She turned off the desk lamp, 
plunging the room into darkness. 
Fred grinned as he heard her moving 


circled her body and she sucked in 

“Who? I . . . Mr. Kearns?” the 
words came out in short, fearful 
gasps. Fred reached behind him and 
flipped the wall switch. 

mered, “I was cleaning and . . . and 
I started to glance through your 
novel. I didn’t mean to be so nosey 
but it was so interesting . . . and . . . 
I thought I could read it and return 
it before you got home.” 

“Sally,” Fred intoned as master¬ 
fully as he could, “Mrs. Goldfarb told 

“I said I was sorry,” she pouted at 
his discovery of her subterfuge. “And 
I thought, from what Mrs. Goldfarb 
told me that, you were gentleman 
enough to forgive me.” She sat in his 
easy chair and tucked her feet under 
her body. It strained the fabric 

“Why were all those blue pencil 

graphs?” She asked the question in¬ 
nocently enough, but a sparkle in 

“That’s not exactly the type ma- 
(continued on page 57 ) 
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e all know what a 
form-fitting sweater 
can do for an 
eye-filling sweetheart, 
but have you ever 
wondered what effect 
a sexy siren can 

I 

feast your famished 
eyes on this full- 
figured female . . . 


have on a so-so 
sweater? If so, then 
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INSPIRATION VS. SINSPIRATION 



... or, 'How to be an Author 
Without Ever Touching a 
Typewriter. ’ Of course, you’ll 
need a luscious doll for 
your inspiration . . . 






cause I enjoy doing research. 

Of course, I write mainly about 

enough varieties of beautiful women 
to keep a writer supplied for a life- 



And to cool her off, I wound up 
sending her to Europe. 

furnish a wealth of inspiration to the 
writer. This is nothing new — they’ve 


given up trying to answe 
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REWRITE 

terial that a young girl like you 

sharply in his embarrassment, and 
the old red flush started up his neck 
again. Damn her! “Now look here, 
Sally . . .” he started again. 

“Of course there was something 
rather cold about them.” 

“Cold! Cold? Why those are au¬ 
thentic feelings backed up by weeks 
of . . .” He caught himself. Sally 
was hardly the person and his apart¬ 
ment was hardly the place to begin 
arguing sex with her. He changed 
his tactics. He stretched his face into 
what he hoped was a wolfish leer. 

shouldn’t be in a lecherous bache¬ 
lor’s apartment alone,” he offered in 
a tone intended to frighten little girls. 
“Particularly at this time of night. 
What will Mrs. Goldfarb think?” 

“Mrs. Goldfarb thinks I went 
home,” she said matter-of-factly, and 
then laughed. “No one saw me 
come in. I was careful.” 

Fred Kearns flushed, blushed, 
stuttered, sputtered, stammered and 
finally blustered: “Now look here, 
young lady, I have work to do, and 
I don’t intend to let you . . .” 

“Freddy,” she interrupted gently. 
“I like you, but you’re so mixed up. 
Your novel is good, except for the 


Instead of defending her actions, 
she seemed to be forgiving him. 
Fred blinked, unable to follow her 


tion with her head cocked in an eager 

the blush did not return. He just sat 
silently looking at her . . . staring at 
her smooth, creamy face and neck ... 
the lovely hands, so slim, folded in 
her lap . . . the firmness under her 
sweater that indicated young, atten¬ 
tive breasts. He suddenly wanted to 
kiss the inviting red lips that she wet 

He leaned slowly toward her, like 
a man in a trance, gripped her slim 
shoulders in his hands, and pressed 
his lips gently to hers. His heart 
pounded and his body trembled with 
a vibrant feeling that he had never 
before experienced. She stretched 
both arms to him, caught him behind 
the shoulders and pulled him to her. 
Slowly, they fell back on the couch. 

His face was buried in the soft¬ 
ness of her; his hands groped and 
each found a firm, sweater-covered 

and delicious smell of femininity, a 
smell of the freshness of a young 
body with timeless desires. 

He found the zipper on the tor- 
readors. It opened and only a thin 
fabric of silk remained as a token 
barrier. She pressed on the back of 
his head with both her hands, 
smothering him in the glory of her 
youth and beauty. He could not 
breathe now. He forced his head up 
and looked at her. Her head lay 



high on the arm of the couch. Her 
moist tongue wiped slowly back and 
forth over her upper lip. She opened 

6 “Saily, we shouldn’t .° .” ^ ^ 

She interrupted by raising her hips 
off the couch and pulling her torrea- 
dors from under her. She sat up 
and took them off completely, tossing 
them on the floor. She grasped two 
handsful of his hair and forced his 

He lost all control. His trembling 
hands tore her panties off. His hands 

loveliness thus revealed. She unbut¬ 
toned her sweater, shrugged out of 
the constraining lace of her bra. 

Her breasts were firm and tipped 
with little stiff, pink probes. 

waist and pressed her love to him 
as if trying to force herself into him. 

She moaned low and long and re¬ 
low voice ^that vibrated every quiver¬ 
ing fiber of his bfeing. 

ber. Only the rhythm of their love 
and the final, ecstatic driving peak of 

her stomach, in a semi-sleep. He sat 57 
on the rug beside her and ran his 

gently, soothingly. Her breathing 
higher joy than he had ever known 
feet, creamy roundness of her body. 


1 ed to his feet and dashed to the 
table by the window. Sally half- 
turned to watch him, her expression 

“I’ve found it!” he cried joyously. 

lisher means. I’ve found the fire in 
life!” He rolled a fresh page into his 
typewriter. 

“Oh, Freddy,” she chastised, “can’t 
you forget that you’re a writer?” She 
rolled onto her back, stretched her 

He stared at her newly assumed 

at the Ceiling ... at the flat stomach 
still damp with the sweat-shine of 


vrite now. Maybe 
now. He returned 
Ie his treasure and 

























Article by Sam Jardine 



BREAK 
A LEG 


♦ or an arm, neck, etc* and 
watch the girls clamor to nurse 
you back to health! 



clucking sounds and do things to 
A^sprahied alger^U "suffice in some 

and exotic dishes, such as escargot, 

and potatoes. AU in vain. 
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